LIFE OF VIJAYKRISHNA
the hearers, there flocked to Calcutta and later to Dacca
and other places, to which he paid his august visit, even
the people of the sleepy, forgotten villages of East Bengal
—villages that have nothing more to boast of and nothing
more to curse than the rising waters of the Padma turned
to gold by the evening sun. There was manifest such a
calm, such a spiritual fervour that made every word alive,
every word winged.
When later Vijaykrishna joined the East Bengal
Brahmo Samaj, the living flame of Bhakti burnt Pentecost
over his head. When he rose up to deliver a speech, he
lost all control over himself and, in a state of spiritual
inebriation, sank into Samadhi. The magic of his sight held
all spell-bound. Dead silence reigned, but this silence was
more eloquent than speech. "Silet sed loquitur." The
Infinite so overwhelmed him that he felt the Scribe in Walter
de la Mare's poem, who said that he could not describe
the full compass of his wonders, even if he were to use
up all the letters of the alphabet and take a lake for his
inkpot. There was a time when his speeches and sermons
were eloquent with an eloquence the like of which few
could boast of, but now he stood silent before a hall packed
to suffocation, hovering between dream and wakefulness,
amidst guffaws and a flood of the most genuine tears.
The few words that dropped from his lips, the few golden
sentences that he uttered, were full of vivid obscurity and
the most exquisite emotion. "All words forgotten—Thou
Lord and I."  Words failed to express the unplumbed
depths of his soul. "Words like Nature half reveal and
half conceal the soul within." During Maghotsab, the
Sankirtan conducted by Fikir Chand (Kangal Harinath.)
went on day and night like the ceaseless flow of a divine
stream. The songs bloomed anew in every devout heart
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